ard's too, yet there was already In it, not that bleak
arrogance she had come to know In Bayard's, but a
sort of frank spontaneity, warm and ready and gener-
ous ; and as Narcissa held the small oval In her hand
while the steady blue eyes looked quietly back at her
and from the whole face among its tawny curls^ with
its smooth skin and child's mouth, there shone like a
warm radiance something sweet and merry and wild^
she realized as she never had before the blind tragedy
of human events* And while she sat motionless with the
medallion in her hand and Miss Jenny thought she was
looking at it, she was cherishing the child under her
own heart with all the aroused constancy of her nature:
it was as though already she could discern the dark
shape of that doom which she had incurred^ standing
beside her chair^ waiting and biding its time, "No9 no,"
she whispered with passionate protest^ surrounding her
child with wave after wave of that strength which welled
so abundantly within her as the days accumulated,,
manning her walls with invincible garrisons. She was
even glad Miss Jenny had shown her the thing: she
was now forewarned as well as forearmed.

Meanwhile Miss Jenny continued to talk about the
child as Johnny and to recall anecdotes of that other
John's childhood, until at last Narcissa realized that
Miss Jenny was getting the two confused; and with a
sort of shock she knew that Miss Jenny was getting
old, that at last even her indomitable old heart was
growing a little tired. It was a shock? for she had never
associated senility with Hiss Jenny, who was so spare
and erect and brusque and uncompromising and kind,
looking after the place which was not hers and to which
she had been transplanted when her own alien roots in
a far-away place, where customs and manners and even
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